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THE SUNDAY STAR, WASHINGTON, D. C., MARCH 20, 1921 -PART 4 


The vigorous dipping of Hie paddle 
and the swift cutting of 

•'Say. liilly. a In I you afraid of 
breaking the sped laws 

Silence. 

A star Mreaked downward and died 
in Its flight. Mias Kink lay flat l.a< k. 
w ard in the boat l " lot* short- 

ened and uptui a- d 

"Shoot in siai a In. a a. ii t at, CtUyT" 

"flu nno V 

She nest 1 # d deeper ,n'o lier cushion, 
one arm flung high In a semicircle 
about In r In-ad .« i -1 i»r lids so low 
over In i «v«s iio< am migr t have 
heen a sleeping Adriana 

I’rip I, rip p- Tin . floated s md). 
in a nielli- 1,1 mrivir.g waters 

A smile in ml. n d ai roea Mi-- Kink a 
Ill's, and she opened them so ihat her 
voire came aof'iy, soft,, 

Hwerl | n, • M e> t Biel 

" ID* ef , a . 

h- ''* I I'*I» Uree/e, lilus, 

w -I'd a? 11,1 Nesleis «ea -e • » 

Tli. Hea. ii Hotel gleamed j.-ilow 
fniin ever, window. ii it v . r. pos- 
niK for i pict’n. post eariJ ,•> wltere- 
t*.-s|o i d-your- \ a< at Ion pan pit let. 

rile dining room was . n-ar- tl of ! : s 
aisle. forming l.il.ies and ila floor p--i 
:s!ird t» ., n.irror. A the fin •ml of 
the room a cl.nl. nrlt k. d out In blue 
a'ol white eleelr.. hulbf gienin.-d 
against a blue .iik'-w hite . lie. n 

background. 

Tropica: palms, w.'h skillfully tlv*-d 
fronds and iwu.e.l hallux) mi with 
brow n « niton moss, huddled in n lit * 
tie jmiEle around the piano and vin- 
l*i* accompaniment Straight around 

the desert of elixirs. harks to 

wall and legs touching. a waited -i. lion 
as « stage library setting, din. over-d 
a' the rise of curtain, awaits the en- 
trance of the French malii in h.-r 
four-do! lar silk sto-ltlngs to tick'.- 
the furniture and tin audience null 
n tiny feather duster and timer 
French nec.-nt 

After n while tin serai eh i tig of a 
violin for its note and t tie one finger 
t um - m - tn — t uni -in - in on the piano the 
light blather of voices rising in a 
swell Unstylish worm n in shotted 
silk dresses with waist Inns am! de- 
cent width skirls and bodices cut 
high over bosoms that would have 
quivered tinder barrenness The in- 
vitational rhythm of waltz music and 
a pink-haired violinist swaying in the 
Palm jungle. A couple glided out 
Into the Sahara of polished floor, an- 
other and yet another. 

Presently the bobbing throng, the 
women flushed with their primal love 
of the dance, the men in fast-wilting 
collars and out of step. Mr. Prokes 
Inserted a third handkerchief, bib- 
fashion. Inside his fainting collar and 
took Miss Fink in an antiouated em- 
brace of the waltz. His hand. Out- 
stretched against her back, complete. 
Iv covered the area between the shoul- 
der blades and lay heavy against its 
chiffon. 

•Whew— 

“For tin- new- grand master you ain't 
doing bad. I'roksey — you've taken 
every man's wife of 'em around, ain't 
you?" 

Mr. I'rokes mopped at his fate with 
his fourth handkerchief and writhed 
in Itis evening clothes as if he would 
fly their hroarielot h. 

"Ves. but it's almost over. Tin- 11 
o'clock song and the passing of tiic 
loving cup. and then I'm ready, sister, 
for what I been w aimin' for all 
evening — guess!" 

"Can't!" 

"The prettiest and sweetest little 
girl In the crowd and a little gray- 
colored canoe. 1 — I don't like it a bit. 
your dajieln' around here with all 
these other fellows — you just wait till 
I'm off duty." 

"What T think of these guys!" 

“I ain't much on dancing myself, 
little sister, but I'm game — but watch 


HOME GROWN 

* — — . , * a • ‘ ' W «• ** 1 on 1 


One of Fannie Hurst's Unusual Stories 


, dies in while you're cutting cookies 
| with the lid of a baking powder can. 
I Gee. a little of that would make the 
| silk velour in the Turkish room at 
| t'hurchev's raise its nap for shame 
at takin' your money." 

“Migawd. whisper that line of talk 
in a phonograph record. Birdie - 
birdie — and I'll send it to Maisie for 
a centennial present." 

"Silly:" 

“Have on. I can manage you if you 
get violent." 

"What's them lights over there. 
Gilly?" 

"That's Buy Shor. — another dump 
• like ours, only they got a picture 
1 show and two hotels and datvit: on 
; Friday nights " 

She raised Iter head, like a hound 
| scenting its trail 

"Dancin'- bad me to il. honey; lead 
j mi' to it !" 

1 "Keep cool and Flctchet ize >oir 
ham sandwich. Fleopatry — Friday 

'nlclits was what I said Friday 
I nights — and 1 in on dooly' " 

Miss Fink waved her sand welt 
above her head, so that the Song arm 
| of her shadow danced across the sand. 


about it. I'll whisper something in 
your ear." 

"Sure." 

"It looks like I'm going to land be- 
hind the counter of the new Me- 
Pheeters when it opens next month!" 

''Oh' — the new thirty-storv one on 
3 ? cl street 7 " 

"Right-oli! My friend Kelly’s man- 
aging it and he promised the counter 
to me before the plans were even 
dry— . 

"Say. but that’s some job!" 

"I ain't sure yet. but I'll know any 
day now. 1 may run down to <’hi- 
eago to see him when he cornea west 
next week — and if I iand it, Bfrdie- 
birdie. believe me. I'll invite vou out 
lo tin- sweilest little supper between 
here and 43d streel Mow'd vou like 
to see me hehind a alabaster, gilt- 
edged counter, eh. kid-do'.— 

"Not so bad!" 

"I'm just holding my breath wish- 
ing it on myself- -forty a .week and 
•liree shifts! S.-tv. it's so easy a poli- 
tician would trade with me." 

"I know just how you feel 1 had 
my eyes glued to the avenue and 'im- 
ported gowns — only'— three whole 
years before 1 ever Sold anything 
above a twenty ninc-llft)' ready-to- 

wear." 


e it would treni- nostrils the sudden and pungent 
her hand like an smell of pine needles, 
and die without "This was sure some ride. Mr. 

| Prokes. 1 kiuda feel like we'd just 
ever been lo this - paddled out of the world and left 
Park. Gee am t | ivin - behind us. Listen to her — say. 
k ‘‘ 1 w * s 'islenin , H j n 't ^p,. some uttlc warbler'."' 

•The Rosary to. ~\ve ain't left livin' behind, a-tall. 

Miss Fink — this here is the real kind 
of living. peace and — well, just 
peace." 

"Gee. ain't life, funny!" 

"For a little lady like you it ought 
always to lie as sweet as wistaria." 

"It’s a regular moving picture, 
ain't it” — one blooming tiling after 
anotln r." 

“We should worry!” 

"Two nights ago this time 1 was 
siltin' under a gold leaf ceiling eat- 
ing Italian spaghetti and listening to 
a Hungarian band play the Ttiuad- 
»ay Glide'." 


"How-do-do. ' 

"How-do-do.” 

“Gowann. get acquainted and show 
each other a good time. Prokes is the 
Grand Mogul of Miami on the Miami. 
Birdie, and tho Heap Big Chief of the 
Southwest Order of the Well Fed Bison." 
"Quit callin' me names. Gilly." 


convention, recruited from the 
great aouthwest. arrived with wives 
and stop-ovcr-at-Chica go tourist 
tickets; Little Rock. Abllene.Kokomo 
and Toplar BIutT rockrd on the lake 
side of the veranda and exchanged 
population. sunburn lotion. cat 
stitches and cigars. 

The hotel menu immediately developed 

"Consomme Bison" anil "Roast duck- j black earrings against her white 
.. , h ., management neck, showed the gleam of her teeth 

ling a u convention the ^ managemen ^ ^ ^ hpr ^ 

hung m .Muffed Bison neaa. ^ row shoulders, with th*» open-work 

Muo and white cht* €*»*<• loth prnnant blouse showing the mystery of pink 
caught bettveen the teeth, over the din; Prokes" What Pm 

i n g -room entrance; out on the trying to get at is this: If you're all 

lit lake the convention sailed in hired the things you say you are. what 
boats and sang Bison songs and "The ain't you?" 

boats ana sans Mr. Prokes extended a large, warm 

Blue Danube. hand; his sand-colored mustache re- 

in the half-deserted lobby the room , reated „ 1)jt lo rev ,. a i , he damaging 
clerk pinned a blue and white cenu- ,j 0 |d evidence of small town den- 
loid button on his left coat lapel and Ustry 

promised thirty-three dry towels ana ..,_ I atnt notirC( j you around here 
a mosquito netting. before. Miss Fink." 

MiSs Birdie Fink leaned across ine -He's stringing you. Queenfe. For 
counter and smll-A ! 11,0 ’*'*■ roo ri n J all he knows you might have been at 
clerk's eyes; her ow^were blue ana [ht , j 00r to welcome him when he 
transcui'tent as a summer lake. came last week. He's got about as 

"Say. Mr. Gilly— after you ve taken mu ,. h j nt eresl in skirts us 1 have in 
the sag out of the bed in fifty-seven. Mlami oll )h ,, Miami." 
put an extra wardrobe in the Indian- .. lf thls young lady had been 
apolis Grand Master's room, protniseu aroun ,j pere. I'd have seen her ail 
thirty-four a lake view and the con- righl 

vention a most popular lady contest -y oll can't jolly h.-r. Prokes— she 
and a potato race, would you mind or- r((m ,, s f r0 m the town where they 
■b ring me up some Ice water and i'll; llMnd lt ou , )lke trading stamps. This 
ing me what's the earliest llif^.w handsome young man to my right, 
flier gets out of here tomorrow. Queenie. is as afraid of skirts as 1 

Mr. Gilly smiled at her until two am of havlngr to spe nd another sum- 
gold molars showed— the smile or m8r w , al 0 f Jersey. 

Pierrot when Pierrette peered over "Don't vou believe it. Miss Fink, 
his shoulder and set the sides oT the A fellow iike'me. when he gets to be 
world a-shaking with laughter. fair, fat and nearly forty, knows it's 

"Will I send you up some be water t(|m . 1o lake lhe flower out of his 
Say. look at me like that again, p„t| 0n |,ole." 

tpieenie. and you can have anything "Not if it's a bachelor button," 
your little heart de-sires" quoth Mr. Gilly. slapstlcking repartee 

"Fink ia the way they spell my a merciless whack " 
name on the fly-leaf of Hie family ..j f f n, 0UK h i M tood a show next 
Bible. Mr. Gilly— F-i-n-k— Miss Birdie to mv voun(c friend liere. maybe 

Fink lt belongs to tho same language rd „i, ake t h e roa< j j ua , of Miami out 
as th word 'fresh' — ever hear it'. Q f my r ycs _ answer a hair restoring 
"Believe me. if I wasn't on duty. adV ertisement. climb into a narrow 
Birdie, you wouldn't be chirping for gpouidered In-at-the-watst coal and 
jour key before ten" twirl a flexible bamboo cane down 

"I wouldn't be too sure!" Broadway myself!" 

"Vou. with the beach still warm M lss Fink glanced at Mr. Prokes 
and a path of light leading straight W ith the upward sweetness of a Fra 
up to a high-power moon, would p„ Lippi virgin. 

make a combination that would stun “Say maybe you're right about the 
a safe-blower. You only been three ori „i„ a | hay meadows laying between 
hours, klddo — you don t want that an ,| jafl streets, but. honest. Mr. 

eight-forty-flve." ... Prokes— honest, what is Miami. « 

If l'«l known I was running into nr . disease?" 

a family convention I'd stayed at ijillv clapped his hand on his 

home and took my vacation feeding ^'J 11 "¥ 7 . , lack hair and 

the swans in Central Park or took an P»1 shed thatili or ma<K >a r 
. an vnvaire to Conev " leaned across the counter wttn nis ei 

"The minute you blew in here this bows planted on the register book, 
nfiernoon I says to myself. I says. 'That » right, go to it 
That little airl's in wrong ' " "Miami. Mias *■ l " k ' *}" * .°"f L k lh 

' Did vou. honest?" breakfaat foods that helped make the 

"Sure— that little look in your eyes Broadway electric signs ,‘ ar "°“ s ' ‘ 

and the black and white cheeked suit ain't even an expensive disease use 
and black sailor hat with the black appendicitis or motoritis; it s a hufK- 
and white checked band you was \itss Fink, that ain't even got a dot 


The dip-dipping of Hie paddle, the 
rustle of water against the delicate 
sides of the canoe, the string of vil- 
lage lights, the yellow windows of ihe 
hotel receding — receding. 

"Life ain't much after all. Miss 
Fink, except water and air and light — - 
and plenty of them — and the smell of 
pine, and a nibble on your line, and 
sunrise on wet treetops and God and 
love in your heart; a fireside or steam 
radiator o' winter, and a pretty girl 
with moonlight caught in lt'-r hair for 
August and the heated sp. 11 " 

• you sound like the Salvation Army 
gone into musical comedy." 

"Lay still there, sistir — a canoe's 
like a nervous horse if you tickle its 
ribs. Anyway, when you la) there 
like that you look like a calendar we 
got hanging in the kitchen called 
'Comfort in a Kitein no(f Folding 
Ca noe.' 

"Fay. .Mr. I'roke: 

"Ves. sister." 

"Keep your fa 
with tin' 
that- 
good: 

suits. 

lie dlppe 
and regard 
frankly wide. 

"Say. siste 
Fay doing tin 
you? l'v- t„ 
ladies' cloth 
since hi fore 
Fast 11th street 


till, that teasins. tes-inx taiitro 

SiM-.p' till I"»V It !"«*•■— ' "III nr, in to. 
1 ^-t s intrt that teatlng t» a ango! 


1 i wot. t p. 1 ic > e It. Ilttla Birdia. 
* d.'vvn underneath lha city I 

ink you get lust a liitla Miami la 
ur make-up. I do." 

1 l ain't •• aiuck tha <Htvi 

- just sunk en no. like aflekint 
ini^H I — | jt “ 

I *l«»n t warn you to go hack ih«*ir 
-tav. Birdie. I in cornin’ on mv 
plember trip and bring you hai k 
me vvitli rite, that's what I am I 
the city get n. 
1 v ou again, t hat » 
• ' s 1 st ei . you know 


that way a m 
light on the s n- th-r 

_ — say. didn't v.m ev. 
from Benson .N Sons, eloal 
l-last Broadway .'” 

■d his firs: uneven : 
ed her with his gray 

you ain't Anna Kvs 
middle vv.-st incog., an 
gilt mlsst s cloaks ant 
skirts from Benson': 
they moved up fron 
• ..... ........ Paw before mi 

bought from old Man Benson long be 
fore my time, when they started tit 
with two sewing machines and a one 
window loft. The Pod Trunk ain't 


vv lut l I a in't. I at 
wli.it I what 1 
Mr. Prokes I- 
Fink, so that hit 

outward with He 

pigeon His lieu 
his brain — dunce 
anti confused hit 
"Birdie. 

"One i 
Seven - e 
Hurrah' 

"It's tli 

got in go 

Birdie. 1 
I -want t 
"Hurrah 
"< 'nm in'— 

'title siater 
Almost 
turned the 
ao svelte. 


Igln nine len eleven - 

Hurrah ' ' 

e bust up. dearie. I col in 
pass the lovin' cup. Hub 
hi Just— just wait for rn 
saj I 

hurrah— tin cup 

i timin' wail here for no 
Coinin', liny*, millin' 
simultaneously Mr. Gill) 
earlier of the ell. so illiii, 
Unit In- was a black sil- 
houette againsi black, a disembodied 
hands and face and shirt front float- 
ing in an aura of l,ay rum. 

"Illrdle — that you? Gee. where you 
been hiding yourself? I've been on 
a regular man hunt since | cams 
up from tlie station You ain'l sli k. 
are you. sitting out here alone, with 
tile Ii in Ii pri-st stuff going on insld' 
-Gilly" 

"TliHt's me!" 

"Whutta you know about that? 
You're a whole day ahead of roar- 
self" 

"Chicago didn't have no strings ou 
my heart — klddo!" 

"Freahle!" 

"Well, klddo — guess’" 

She leaned forward. Iter hair Ilk- 
ripe corn In starlight. 

"Gee. Gilly. you landed II!" 

"Forty a week and three alilfts 
Morning Glory — ain't had for your 
Fui'le Fuller. Is Ii? If I'd a hit old 
Kelly for fifty he'd come over with It. 
ton — forty a week und morning 
duty — rli. klddo?" 

"it's swell. Gilly— Just grand'" 

He rubbed his paints together as if 
they were lubricated with the sweet 
oil of success, twirled thrice on his 
heels and swung himself perllously 
« ,i.t,, on.i atop tlie veranda rail, his lega twined 
>,'ic through the palings und teetering 

id) now. one hnrk Hnd f orwar< j IO maintain a bal- 
w anee. 

rd skilfully "it's all in knowin' how. klddo— I 
y-footed am- knew what I was doing when I took 
latching her the jump to Chicago." 
rite Bruin of "You bet you did!" 

"Any other fellow- wouldn't have 
was a swell followed it up the way I did. taking 
fortune for a chance on my Job and hiking off to 
ils way." Chicago like I wasn't on tlie hotel 

pay roll — that's me every tlmr; let me 

tilde. No: now heart M ,hin “ “ ,,d ,, ' B 

try to kinda "Say. won't it he swell to have a 
Ine uin t and fr j on d working at the New M< - 
Plieeter?" 

“Stop in any lime you want. Morn- 
i' all right Ing Glpry — I'll give you all the fancy 
tcvrrse again scented aoap and tissue paper wrap- 
per tomb-picks you want." 

"I'll stop in. all right)-'." 

"Three more weeks and I'll be bsek 
home. Birdie-birdie! I'll be hitting 
the trail for old Broadway!" 

"Won't you hit the high places, 
though!" 

"Will I— a taxi for me the minute 
I strike the asphalt, with my hack to 
the meter and a green carnation In 
my buttonhole!" 

"Oh. you!" 

•Til call you up the same night, 
too. i Men pa try. — a little supper — the- 
ater and Broadway after eleven, wlih 
the lights to white you'll need a sun- 
shade. and every honk and squawk 
and clarion In town working over- 
time. Oh, gee. klddo. I'm going hack 
home!" 


like they used to do." 

"Well, vvliatta you know! To 1 link 
of m.v ever havin' bought ulsters for 
the Red Trunk ort'ii you— a little pink 
and white flower like you. sproutin' in 
Benson's." 

"You used to come io with tlie carry 
September buyers. 1 remember seein’ 
you more'n once in the- little back 
salesroom, with Old Man Benson of- 
fering you a cigar every time you 
yanked me to the daylight, to see how- 
green the lot 27 black ulsters were. 

"And look at you now. living like 
a little lady — vacation and all." 

"I may be a head lady at Bentley's 
now. but take it from me. Hr. P ' 
it's a long and crooked lane 


Mr. Prokes. 

__ ' e from 

Benson's and six a w«*(t to four times 

six ' ' “ ‘ * 


vel vrti-'.floors on the 

one of them dead- 

_ln't it?— with no sign 

out and no show windows or nothin' 
except a butler with leather calves 

ribbon 


and white bloomers 
rosette on the side of his high hat for 
a door display." 

"Something like a morgue, yes. I 
says to Maisie tlie other day. I Hays: 
'From East Broadway to that part of 
6 th avenue where they quit selliti' 
dresses and begin to sell gowns only 
ain't so far if you cover It in your 
limousine, but when you get there by 
way of a three-year stop-off in a Sth 


-4.KK. FORTY A WEEK! ON FORTY A WEEK I COIXD RIDE IN' A TAXI WITH MY BACK TO THE METER 


kiddo. 


"Oh. no you don't out here, 

Wait till Saturday night and you'll 
see the way the gay birds do it out 
here — the lancers and the Virginia 
reel's the liffiit." 

"The Virginia what?" 

."One night me and your friend Mai- 
sie tried three steps of the Boston 
glide and I ain't been so nearly out 
of a Job since tlie Seaside Hotel fire." 

how It makes your tirsln i». 


close to the stars I could kiss 'em and 
floating through tlie middle of a 
night that's got it all over the pur- 
ple and Sliver model 1 sold the day 
before I left. How Maisie grudged 
me that sale!" 

"And you're getting acquainted with 
a sky over your head that you never 
even saw before except between tall 
buildings when you looked up to de- 
cide if you was going to carry an um- 
brella." 

"Sometimes when the Welslt-rab- 
bit ain't cooked enough or you've 
talked your heart and soul out the 


reach the 'Imported Gowns — Only' 
and can afford a second-story front 
with running water and two tailor- 
made suits a year if you save tt on 
lunch and take a room within walk- 
ing distance." 

Old gold light lay on them and 
sparkled in the tiny crinkles of cur- 
rent they created; the ghostly sail of 
a pleasure boat moved across the 
horiaon; a woman's voice, thin and 
full of plaint, came from its direction 
and died on th« water as smoke dies 
In air. The far-off hotel windows 
blinked out one by one — the moon was 
directly above them, higher, whiter, 
smaller. 

"You and Gilly got the wrong id. a. 
Miss Fink; rushing through life like 
you do In subway trains don't give 
you much time to see the scenery, 
does it?" 

"No. or io hear singin' voices over 
the w-ater." 

"I can show- you a story -and-a-half 
cottage In Miami, with awnings to 
keep the sun out and a back yard with 
props under the trees to keep the 


Swoop 

I'niph— numpli -umph umpli umpU— umpli 
"Aw. cut It out there, girlie — w 
you teasin' me for? Gee. If 1 had 
down at Churchey's this minute!" 


the hotel's 


a llSS Fink's eyes were like slits, her 
* *• shoulders and her waist and her 
voice swayed with the hesitating 
rhyt.tm of a worshiper of Buddha un- 
der his bo tree. 

"Do you know the Singulese dip. 
It'-j the hardest of them all. Gilly " 

"I'm the neatest little dipper you 
ever aeon — ask 'em when you go back 
if they know me up at the 5Sth street 
l’allay doo Dance." 

He tossed the remnant of his sand- 
w ich into the lake and pirouetted to 
his feet, as lf the song of his soul 
was being played to dance music. 

"I'll tell you what let's do. sis — 
it's a half-hour row to Bay Shore. 
Let’s go over to the movies — it's bet- 
ter than Overworking this scenery 
game." 

"There comes the moon!" 

"Y es. it's a habit out here — but 
come on. they got a imitation of a 
show over there and a place called 
Luna Dark that would give Coney 
tho hysterics If she saw it; but It's the 
liveliest spot around here. Come on. 
are you game?" 

"Sure." 

The wings of their bonfire had flowt. 
into the night; only the sullen embers 
remained, red eyes guarding the rem- 
nants of their cannibalistic feast. 
They scurried down the beach and 
into their bobbing canoe. As they 


•Thore ain't an ’our town on the 
map without a swimmin' hole and 
an oldest inhabitant who once shook 
hands with Abraham Lincoln. 

“Some clever little girt; ain t she. 
Prokes?" 

"Every back porch in our town 
Is used for the two and sole purposes 
of supportin' wistaria vines and 
coolin' the famous pies that mother 
used to make— no vaudeville rural 
sketch is complete without the cot- 
ton-back satin finish wistaria vine or 
the papier mache tree stump, center 

''• No, we ain't got a swimmin’ hole. 

Miss Fink, the " 

■That’s right; keep It dark. 

•'—the river's rapid clear down as 
far as Hamilton, but the Y. M. C. A. 
put a swell tank up In their rooms on 
High street — ten-foot concrete basin 
and water any temperature on the 
thermometer." 

"Oh. you Miami!" 


man's wife of ’em is unpacking the 
tray of her trunk and shalting the 
small town sweet lavender and crin- 
kles out of a made-ln-the-housc rum- 
mer silk that would get a laugh out 
of a e'own off duty." 

"I notice you'c pretty strong for the 
small tow ns yourself. Morning Glory. 
I ain't heard nothing more aboul thai 
eight-forty-flve fiver since you ami 
Miami went out to the moon last 
night." * 

"Quit your kiddin'." 

"Go to it. SIS — he's the prize Bison 
of the wnole herd, with a bank ac- 
count I could wish on myself — don't 
let straw in his ha:r and ashes down 
his vest front scare you off. Oh. you 
Red Trunk!" 

"Aw you!” 

"Likes yon pretty well, don't he. 
Queenle? He watched us paddle off 
like he'd give a half interest In his 
Miami hank stock to he in my place." 

"Test — he — would — not!" sung in a 
voice to deny her negation. 

Mr. Gilly dusted his hands of sand 
particles, rolled over luxuriously on 
his side, climbed lo his feet and 
stretched wide his arms like a tun 
god standing at the edge of a day He 
was a white flannel epic in sartorial 
art. a heroie expression of trousers 
creased to the knife edge and wlde- 
cuffed to reveal, yet caliceal, white- 
clock. -d hose, so sleaay that the knoll 
of his ankles strained thinner the silk. 
A white silk shirt fluted in front and 
bloused to a correct negligee snapped 
in Hi.- breeze, and with it all the 
carefully careless hair, the unimpor- 
tant features and the too large horse- 
shoe scarf-pin that distinguishes the 
sophomore from the scholar, the 
weevil from the worker, the gent 
from the gentleman. 

"Stay where you are. Birdie, and I'll 
hike down to the canoe for the baske.t. 
We'll spread the eats on the sar.d and 
build a bonfire till the moon comes 
up. We're going to have some little 
feat — real cut-ups we are — wouldn't 
they give us the laugh at home?" 

He bounded down the slope of beach 
lightly, the spray of kieked-up sand 
shooting from under his white canvas 
shoes. 

They dined like two gnomes, with 
the fire dancing in their pyes and 
over their hair and down their baekR 
and their own shadows, curiously 
elongated and stretched on the sand 
draDed in hot-looking pink cniiton, beside them, full of mystery and ab- 
the same color as that camel-shaped surd with the mimicry of their own 
cloud out there, be swell?" gyrations. 

••Neat little sky. ainf it? I know ’Have a pickle. Birdie-birdie ” 

1 fellow made a fortune out of an "Don't care if I do." 

‘idea like that— At Levy: he's the if el- "AreJ’ou happy, girlie?" 

low put out the Sunset Sextette Girls Well. I guess 
. - scream in four-a-day s more cakes, 
last year. I knew him "Nope." 

soilin' tickets in front "v\ hatta you think of our party, 
.a the old scalper days." sister — real gay. ain't we?" 

-.<A,r aboard for Sunset Land — tra "Some party." 

Ia i a i, t ra la la." 'You're the kind of girlie I'<1 like 

"Sure that's the act! I knew all to take to a real lobster supper. Gee. 
them little girls like they was my the swell little parties I've had at 
sisters I remember Daisy de Vere Churchey's — nice little congenial 
When she was carrying a tin spear crowd— that s me all over— nice lit- 
in the fourth row of a fifth company tie crowd like that and I can hug 
of the Gaiety Girls. Daisy always daylight s out of myself for joy!" 
knew when her show came in off the "Churchey's is one little dream of 
road and she could get a dollar room a place— they got the sweilest dance 

and off me — and pay me when her floor in town! ' 

luck turned. Them was the good old "Don't I know It!" 

days at the Rialto House — good old "But — oh. I don't know, but — since 


“Nonsense — look, you stepped out 
as neat as a sardine from his can " 

"It's been a swell ride. Mr. I’rokes." 

"What about tomorrow night. Miss 
Fink — paddlin' >ou is the best fun 
I've had at this convent ion." 

"Tomorrow: Ain't that a shame 

now — Mr. Gilly's off duty at ^ and 
lie's going to row me over to a liitle 
island But say— I can be back by 
10 if it ain't too late for you." 

"Sure it ain't. I'd wait laier than 
that to paddle a sweet little girl like 
you." 

"Good!” . ... 

"There's going to be a swell dance 
a week from tomorrow night. Miss 
Fink— installin' the new grand mas- 
ters and the closin' of the conven- 
tion I ain't much on dancin', and its 
a long way off. but I'd kinda like to 
know you're going with me." 

“Great! This way. sister, we'll take 
the long road through the pines.' 

“Gee. ain't it black in there and 
quiet?” . , . 

She closed her hand over his rough 
coat sleeve with the primitive ges- 
ture of a child. 

"You ain't seared when you re with 
me. art you. little sister?" 

"Scnr^H, nothin'.** 

gho linked h#*r arm in his and hor 
laughter scuttled back over the wa- 
ter. 


■j 1 GHT dresses and light voices 
drifted from black corners of the 
veranda and front Ihe recesses of 
rocking chair. A chain of Japanese 
lanterns stretched between two pil- 
lars. swung and flickered, and out 
shove the cedars, standing darkly 
with their crowns against the sky. 
a lopsided moon with a swollen and 
Inflamed face. Invited them. 

"Whew, this Is more like it! Here's 
two chairs. There ain't no use talk- 
ing. I'm more at home on a Ice field 
than a dance floor. I Just ain't got 
the knack.” 

"Say. after that long-legged fellow 
from Wichita walked over my ankles' 
n | a ltd completely destroyed my instep, 
you seem like a toe dancer doing the 
powder puff " 

"My. but you do look pretty to- 
night. Miss Fink.” 

"Aw!" 

"Here, faster nis buttonhole rose 
of mine in your hair; It Just matches 
your cheeks. Fretty as a picture 
you look, you do." 

The musio was suddenly remote 
and cut off by an ell of the building; 
fair quiet lay like a veil, 
receded into the Impressionistic mood 
of night, ^ her pink chiffon scarf . w - a8n . 
drooped from her shoulders like 
wings. 

"Oh. dear!" she sighed twice, leaned 
backward and let ber hands fall limp 
along the arms of her chair. Her 
sighs trembled for a moment and 

di "What's the matter, little sister?" I it?' 

"Nothin'." . . 

“Well, girlie — it— It's all over but 
the shoutin', ain't It?" 

'All over. I'm leaving on the 8:45 
and you on the noon, ain't you?" 

"The 12:30 " 

"It's been a swell ten days. Oee. 
and 1 thought 1 wasn't going to like 
it out here." 

••I — i just don't know what the 
place would have been without you. 

Miss Birdie. Just the life of things 
you were." ... . 

"A swell ten days il s been and 
vou: VC been tine and dandy to me. 
too. But say. won't little o.d Non 
Y’ork look good! I ain t heard a 
Jionk-honk and ’watch your step 
and ’step lively' for so long III be 
mistaking the Times building for a 
tall pine when I get home. 

“Heigh-ho— suchis life, said Mr. cam „. Morning utoryr- 

“Ai'n't U U so!" ' His lips were close to the warm bsmp 

••tx'e meet and we pass on — we «f her hair. 

"S? d?ew W fro P ““th°e n '[ozenge of his ^ 

emotions slowly, sparing himself upturned face bathed in the same sit 
none of the bitter-sweet flavor of his v, :. r Birdl ,_ l)ird i e •• 

"Monday morning ““'clock ‘chimes ■'Who^p. i, kiddo'* Fay. that dtp there 
o b ? VX U° 4 °: the was 

crowing of Bantum Jimmie. 11i . ] 00 ked down at her — the grilling 

"I got i: over them both with a p j r . nrp 0 f Apo'lo burning through the 
sixty-ccnt alarm clock and a asn can d;(jij cn « tiflp of a captured Daphne, 
symphony." She relaxed over his supporting arm 

"And I’ll lay there listening to old nk» a lily that sway* in a brerxe I' 
Mary unlock the summer kitchen and ] OV es and to the rhythm of her own 
after 1 hear her turning the windlass breathv humming: 
to hoist the water from the well I'll oh . th ,t teaatag— tearing— Ikage. 

be genin' up myself and " furzes' : — oh— hew— it— «ak*e year hrala— ge. 

“1 know the reelin'.” Ia— 4 t— ire— la— la— la-B< la. 

“—and getting down to unlock the _ (OspyrigM. USL) - 


A ill. Gilly tossed his head until the 
mane of his hair fell over his 
eyes, teetered backward for a breath- 
taking moment, and swung lo his 
balance. 

"Watch out, Gilly You’ll go tyfet^, 

"Let s go out on the lake — g^tliis 
place gets on my noives— left 'fc>dge 
the Jays — I ain’t ben so exclt 
I had the measles. 

Down the steps together, lifffit!) 
and abreast, and out on the BJopIng 
beach, with the white sand spaKKllng 
the moon and tha lake riMtlnfi 
gently. 

"Say, I guess you ain’t 
peachcrlno yourself tonight— TwoR 
rose in your hair, and say— where d 
you get them little pink bowt on 
your sleeves? Ding! Dong! — tea wa- 
ter and tow els for 5« " 

"Quit, Freahle! Look, you untied 


at taking your money. Say. ain't that 
pretty. I bet that's the little ladv 
from Duluth singing for the sailing 
party." 

"Swell." 

•'Listen!” 

Sweet and low. sweet and low. 

Wind of the western sea; 

Blow. blow, breezes blow, 

Wind of the western sea. 

"Come on. et’s Join In. Miss Fink.” 
“I don't know that.” 

"Gee, I was raised on that lullaby." 

"I know a swell lullaby song. It's a 
swell trot, too." 

When they play that ragtime lullaby — 
Lull — a— by-y-y — 

Lull — a — by-y-y. 

"Say. I could die trotting to that." 
“Lay still there, sister." 

"Ain't you tired paddling, Mr. 
Prokes?" 

"Tired! I've paddled twelve hours 
straight up the Miami, and not In such 
good company neither. At the last con- 
vention at. Bear lake 1 paddled for 
the Kansas City Lodge cup. and won 
it!" 

ana mi.se ..... - - "You're sure some big frog In these 

sleeve button, and they must untangle puddles out here!" 

It with more smiles and parrying. He swung lightly about for the 

•'Good night Gilly." homeward cut. Through the mist of 

"Good night. Mr. Gilly.” late evening, the string of village 

"Don't upset and muss up the lake, lights was without luster, like a 
you two." giant lady's necklace seen through 

I-aughter. the b,ur of h * r giant tears. 

Then through the lobby with little "I — I ain't much of a lady's man. 
Jumps like grace notes in their walk. Mias Fink — It's Just like Gilly told 
and the screen door of the veranda you: but. gee. this has been great, 
slammed behind them. Next down paddling you out here in the moon- 
wooden atairs with their light feet light.” 

touching each alternate step; a brief "Say. I bet you're the champion 


"Lemme tie It!” 

''No!'' * 

"Gowann.” 

"Quit!" 

Did you miss me. Morning Glory 
Miss Fink | huh?— did you?" , , _ 

Oh, I don't know— la-la!" 

"Hear her ssasin' me like mjr name 
t McPbeetera." 

iten— listen, will you. ta what 
-« playin' up there at tb# Bun- 
ichool dance. Bay. ara «iy «a rm 

K, °Oh-h-™'t ; a the Teasing TangoP l 
dared little Reddy to play lt ton ight 
lie’s playing it for me; can r»* »*•* 

'Come on. kiddo!" .. 

They sprang Into each other* arm* 
like fire horses into traces. Saa* 
flew from under their feet. Their 
bodies were lax and matched to a 
syncopated rhythm that carried them 
Sown the moonlit beach, thei* 


T HE magenta light of declining 
day . lay on the water and redr 
ilened it as if monsters, were spilling 
gore in a subaquatiC battle. -A low. 
far-away sun that had lost much of 
Its heat and no longer dazzled, the 
eyes, slipped, as if a most delicately 
contrived windlass was letting it 
down cog by cog into the horizon. 
For a second it rested on the surface 
of the water, then dipped, broke the 
circle and dropped gradually down 
into its tomorrow. 

Miss Fink clicked down her pink 
parasol and shifted her position on 
the sand. Her feet were curled under 
her like a shah's. 

“Say. wouldn't a model tunic gown 
draped in hot-looking pink chiffon, 
the same color as that camel-shaped 

--I.... .a /..•» tlmro Via Rtt'pll?" 

ittie sky, ainf it? I know 
made a fortune out of an 
— At Levy: he's the fel- 
the Sunset Sextette Girls 
that was such a 

vaudeville 

when he was 
of the Rialto in 


Blow — blow — tra la— la ' 

"I’ll remember the rest In a min- 
ute." 

Mr. Gilly piled a rapid paddle. 
'"We won't go home until mornin', 

We won't go home until mornin' ■• 

"Won t we. Gilly?" 

"Sure we will. I'll ha%'e you back 
in your two-a-day. southern exposure, 
a little while after the convention is 
finished singing Its 11 o'clock song 
and has presented the grand master 


"Well. look who's here! Well. 
Frokes. what have you got to say for 
yourself? Why ain't you out with the 
sailing party? Say. ain't you the great- 
est fellow for dodging the ladiee." 


Miss 


she clutched at the sides of the shell 
for balance. 

“Gee — you got a temper like steel." 
Silence. 

“Don't yon get so sore easy, though!" 
“I Ain’t gore." 
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